53O   "    OSCAR WILDE AND HIS  CONFESSIONS

Frank, the pretty verses which he thinks poetry.

"He has ruined me, soul and body, and now
he puts himself in the balance against me and
declares he outweighs me. Yes, Frank, he
does; he told me the other day I was not a
poet, not a true poet, and he was, Alfred Douglas
greater than Oscar Wilde.

"I have not done much in the world," he
went on hotly, "I know it better than anyone,
not a quarter of what I should have done, but
there are some things I have done which the
world will not forget, can hardly forget. If all
the tribe of Douglas from the beginning and all
their achievements were added together and
thrown into the balance, they would not weigh
as dust in comparison. Yet he reviled me,
Frank, whipped me, shamed me. . . . He has
broken me, he has broken me, the man I loved;
my very heart is a cold weight in me," ....
and he got up and moved aside with the tears
pouring down his cheeks.

"Don't take it so much to heart," I said in
a minute or two, going after him, "the loss of
affection I cannot help, but a hundred or so a
year is not much; I will see that you get that
every year."

"Oh, Frank, it is not the money; it is his
denial, his insults, his hate that kills me; the
fact that I have ruined myself for someone who